EURYDICE  TWICB  LOST

Henry Clewses and Winifred Mackenzie whom we both loved.
We hardly went anywhere beyond our villa and the beach. We had
long frank conversations; these weeks might have been sweet if the
weather had not been so cold, the children sick and the servants
irritable. But various catastrophes so marred our vacation that at
the beginning of February we decided to return. Janine was five
months pregnant; she was sinking into despair.

We had barely arrived at Neuilly when she was put to bed with a
violent fever. Her teeth chattered.

'But what has she?' I asked the doctors in alarm.
*Auto-infection,J  they replied with ominous vagueness . . .
'Septicemia ... It seems to be extremely serious/

They decided upon surgical intervention. Janine agreed to the
operation bravely but without illusions.  She had asked to see her
children again.  The two little ones had been seated near her bed
and had been playing at being doctors:
'Mammy, we are two piggy goctors... .*
When the chloroform wore off and she regained consciousness
she suffered a great deal. I remained near her with the nurse. She
talked like a person who was going to die and knew it. She declared
.that she was a true believer and asked me to have Masses said for the
repose of her soul.

Suddenly she cried aloud in terror:
*I can't see any more!...'

Her head fell back on the pillow. It was the end. I could not
believe it nor accept it. At my insistence the doctor, who had been
summoned back by telephone, attempted to revive her by injec-
tions of adrenalin near the heart, but in vain. I remained until
morning kneeling beside the small Directoire bed holding her hand
as it grew cold.

At the time when the noises in the street began and the screeching
of the iron shutters of the shops, I went out to look for flowers. I
returned with my arms full of lilacs and roses which I arranged
around her. 'Poor Ginette!' I thought. 'This is the first time that
you've not arranged your flowers yourself...."
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